Ixxxvl CHAUCER'S WYE OF BATHES TALE.

Lo, in such maner of rym is Dauntes tale ,

Fill seeld uprisith by his braunchis smale

Prowes of man, for God of his prowesse

Wol that we clayme of him our gentilesse;

For of our atmcestres we 110 thing clayme

But temporal thing, that men may hurt and may me.

Ek every wight wot this as wel as I,

If gentiles were plaunted naturelly

Unto a certayn lignage cloun the line,,

Prive ne apert, they wolde never fine                   280

To don of gentilesce the fair office,

Thay mighte nought doon no vileny or vice.

Take fuyr and ber it in the derkest hous

Bitwixe this and the mount Caukasous,

And "let men shit/e the dores, and go thenne,

Yit wol the fuyr as fair and Iighte brenne

As twenty thousand men might it biholde ;

His office naturcl ay wol it holde,

Up peril on my lit', til that it dye.

Her may ye se wel, how that genterye                 290

Is nought annexid to possession!^

Sithins folkne doon her opcraciotm

Alway, as doth the fuyr, lo, in Ills kynde

For God it wot, men may ful often fynde

A lordes sone do schame and vilonye.

And he that wol have pris of his gcntric,

For he was boren of a gen til houS;

And had his eldres noble and vertuous.,

And nyl hmiselve doo no gentil dedis,

Ne folw his gentil aunccter^ that deed in,              300

He is nought gentil,, be he duk or erl;

For vileyn synful deedes maketh a cherl,

For gentilnesse nys but renome

Of thin auncestres, for her heigh bounto,

Which is a straunge thing to thy persone ;

Thy gentilesce cometh fro God alloone.

Than comth oure verray gentilesse of grace,

It was no thing biquethe us with oure place.

Thinketh how nobil, as saith Valerius,

Was thilke Tullzus Hostilius,                               310

That out of povert ros to high noblesse.

Itechlh Scnekj and rcdith eek Boece,

Ther schulu ye se cxpressc, that no drcd is,

That he is gentil that doth gentil dedis*

And Lherfor, lieve housbond, I conclude,

Al were it that inyn auncctres wer rude.